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It was not the first time he was grateful for the size of his house, if you could still call it that. Some of his 
friends liked to make jokes about how ‘His Harryness' lived in a fine little castle, but he would have none of it. 
It was a big house indeed, but still a house. 

Being the mastermind of your own overly successful band surely had its advantages, one of which was the 
fact that you needn't worry about the next rent or how to pay for the fuel to get to work. And if there was 
some free time in your life, you could enjoy it. 

Just as he enjoyed his garden right now. It was full of trees and quick streams and benches, with little hints at 
who lived here everywhere on the 4000 square metres. There was a statue here and a hidden hut there, and 
if you took your time, you discovered all the little secrets. 

But no one, not even his kids knew these grounds as well as he did. If he wanted some time on his own, he just 
went for a stroll through the greens. And if he didn't want to be found, no one could. 

It was one of those nights. The stars shone brightly, and only very few clouds drifted above. The air was cool, 


but not chilly, and a nightingale sang her song somewhere in a tree. 


He was slowly wandering away from his house, and from all the people that had gathered there tonight, when 
he heard a familiar voice shouting. 

‘Arry! He spun around. 

‘What! 

‘Wait a second, old chap! 

Steve sighted. The last person he wanted to talk to now was one of his fellow band mates. For a second he 
thought about just walking on and leaving the tall man behind. Yet there his drummer came striding across the 
grass, in that light-footed way Steve knew all too well. It seemed to most people that nothing ever could bring 
his mood down. 

‘What the hell do you want, Nicko? Can't an old man go for a walk about his own bloody garden! 

Nicko was taken aback. His bright, faded-brown eyes glistened in the light of the windows. ‘Never meant to keep 
you off it, my friend. Kin hell, what's wrong with you Tight! 

Steve looked the drummer in the eyes. ‘I just don't want no bloody company now. ‘T wasn't my idea to cram all 
those blokes in my house‘ 

Nicko nodded. He was about to turn and walk back to the noise and heat of the living room, when Steve 
grabbed his arm. 

‘Hey, uhm, could you..' His voice trailed off. 

‘Yeah, I'll tell yer family not to make a fuzz about it: 

‘| didn't.. Nicko, would you mind walking a bit with me? | thought | wanted to be alone but.’ 

‘Done. Lets get this bloody gloom from yer mind, this ain't the ‘Arry that | know: 


They walked in silence, past the soccer field and through a bunch of small oaks. Nicko began to hum tunelessly, 
and Steve felt himself relax. 

When the other man spoke, he felt as if returning from some sort of trance. 

Y'know, ‘Arry, this can't go on for ever. We both bloody well know how you hate to have those parties, but it 
is what's expected of you, and of all of us! Steve sighted. 

‘Don't you think I'll just leave you in this mood, | fucking won't. You need to cheer up’ 

Steve sighted again. 

‘Tell me what's wrong with those people in there, then: 

‘There's fucking nothing wrong with them: 

‘You think there's something wrong with you. It wasn't a question 

The auburn curls hid his eyes from Nicko's. Good, he didn't want to have his drummer see that he was close 
to tears. 

Nicko felt it, anyway. He stopped, reached for Steve's shoulder and gave it a gentle squeeze. 

‘Arry... Steve. Whatever's the matter, | won't tell anybody’ 

Steve brushed Nicko's hand with his fingers, the tips rough from years and years of bass playing. 

‘You wouldn't understand, mate. You couldn't: 

‘Lemme give it a try: 

Oh Nicko, Steve thought. You have such a gentle heart. But would | tell you what's going on in my head, you'd 
hate me. | need to be strong, for you and for the other boys. | can't tell you. | can't ever tell anyone.. 


It was only then that he realised he was crying. 


Nicko stood amidst oaks and pines, frozen in his position. 


His hand rested on the shoulder of his friend, feeling the lean body tremble with silent sobs. 

In 21 years, he had never seen ‘Arry cry. No matter what, even during the most difficult parts of their 
career, and of his personal life, he had remained the strong link in Maiden, he had kept them together. It was 
not that Nicko had been too blind to see when he was sad or uncertain or frightened, but he had never shown 
it so openly. 

Moving closer, he put his other hand on Steve's left shoulder and pulled gently. Steve took a step forward and 
into Nicko's arms, who closed them behind the smaller man's back. 

They stood silently for what seemed an eternity. Nicko muttered gentle words to his friend, letting the man's 
tears soak through his shirt and tried to take some of his grief off him. His big, strong hands rested on 
Steve's shoulder blades, feeling the tensed muscles and the heated flesh through the shirt. 

‘Shh, it's alright... it's alright... it's okay mate... I'm here.. lm here... 

Slowly, Steve's sobs seized, and he shifted in Nicko's arms. 

‘Let go, Nicko, let go, lim fine... 

‘You think I'm some bloody fool? You need to tell me what's wrong: 


‘Nicko, you don't understand, let me go! He tried to wriggle free. 


Steve was ashamed, so bloody ashamed. How could he have let this happen! 

He was Steve Harris, not some little kid who cried in the arms of his best friend. 

And Nicko didn't understand.. how could he? 

‘Nicko, you need to let me go now, otherwise... 

‘Otherwise what? 

Harris, you bloody dumbarse. 

‘Nothing. Just lemme go, please‘ 

‘| want you to tell me what caused this outburst of yours: 

‘| can't! Steve screamed. 

Steve was having a problem. 

There were reasons, of course. But he could speak about none of them. Or could he? Tell Nicko of his dreams... 
of his thoughts... of the things he imagined... 

‘Nicko? 

'Yeees?”' 

‘You must promise me not to tell anyone, and that you'll try to put yerself in my position and understand, 
okay?" 

Nicko nodded. 

‘| don't know how to start with this.. Steve tried to pay no mind to the fact that he was still in Nicko's arms, 
who firmly gripped his back and didn't seem to want to let him go. 

‘Those parties... all that stuff thats going on with Maiden.. | think | can't handle it no more. l'm getting too old. 
A year of touring, 5 months recording, release parties, parties in my own house... I'm 47, Nicko! An old man‘ 
Steve slowly raised his head, and his eyes found Nicko's, who looked a bit startled. 

‘Come on, ‘Arry, I'm 4 years older than you. Of course, you're the one who bears all that bloody weight of our 
beast, mostly.. but still, why does this affect you so much? 

Steve remained silent. They looked at each other.. 

‘There's more to it, ain't there?! 


'Yes..! 


‘What? 

‘If | tell you this, you'll hate me. It will affect Maiden, it will affect everything.. 

‘Kin hell, | am yer friend. We have been friends for 2I years! What could that possibly be? 

‘If you keep me in yer arms some longer you'll find out, whether | want you to or not! 

Nicko gaped at him. He had no idea what Steve was talking about, the younger man could see that. 

Steve sighted, not for the first time this evening. 

Now that he was slowly recovering from his emotional outbreak, he was beginning to think about the current 
situation, and couldn't help but notice the circumstances of how they stood there. 

They were alone, only surrounded by trees, it was dark and cool, with the leaves rustling quietly around them, 
moved by only the slightest hint of a breeze. Nicko's body was so very close to his, radiating heat and that 
scent that was just him. 

In fact, the situation was not so different from some of the scenarios he had imagined so often.. 

Steve gave a hushed chuckle. If the world only knew what was going on in his head! That would be enough to 
fill all the metal-related magazines with stories for five years. 

He had gone too far now to turn back, he knew. Strangely, he wasn't afraid. He would tell Nicko the truth, ten 
years of playing false had been enough. Even if this meant the end to Maiden.. he didn't dare think about that, 
though. 

Dressed as he was, in grey shorts, black sneakers and a thin white shirt, he shifted his weight from one foot 
to the other and leaned closer to Nicko. He allowed himself to feel the tall, muscular body against his own, to 
inhale Nicko's scent, and closed his own arms around the taller man's waist. 

If Nicko was uncomfortable with that, he didn't say or show anything. 

His arms remained on Steve's shoulder blades. 

Steve was beginning to enjoy this, despite the fact that he had promised himself to never let this happen at all. 
Maybe I've gone bonkers, he thought to himself. 

He had waited to long for such physical contact with the man they called ‘Boomer'.. far too long... 

Not entirely against his will, he felt the front of his shorts tighten 


What the hell is going on here was all Nicko could think. 

Here he was, his own arms holding close the man he admired most of all in his life, and that very same man 
was now wrapping his arms around him, and put his hands at the small of his back. 

‘Steve, what are you doing? He whispered. 

‘Showing you. A thing that | should have done ten years earlier: 

Steve pulled him even tighter into his arms, and Nicko could feel the strong body of the man 

Nicko sucked in his breath. 

Seven hells, he's got a bloody boner! 

He lowered his gaze. Steve was a little flushed, his lips slightly parted, and looking up at him, his eyes full of 
tears. 

‘Do you understand now? Ten years.. you all always wondered why | divorced from Lorraine. Bloody hell, 
because she couldn't stand it anymore, that, when she finally had managed to get me hard enough, | whispered 
your name when we made love, that | couldn't stop talking about you, that | tried to be near you all the time, 
and simultaneously just wanted to be as far away from you as possible.. we both couldn't stand it anymore. 
Steve was crying again, Nicko saw with shock. He didn't know what to do, so he simply closed his eyes and 


rested his chin on Steve's head, pulling the man close. 


A thousand thoughts crossed his mind. Had he only known. Earlier. Before. It would have saved them both so 
much trouble. And finally, a thought overshadowing all the others: | know how he feels. 

It was now or never. So he lifted his hand to the charismatic, handsome man's face and softly wiped away the 
glistening tears. 

At his touch, Steve stopped crying and opened his mouth to say something, but Nicko hushed him with the tip 
of his finger. 

Their eyes met, dark brown on light brown, and Nicko felt he might drown in those eyes who could look so 
fierce on stage and gentle among friends. 

He noticed a hundred small details about Steve's face. The way the corners of his mouth looked. How his 
eyebrows where joint by a faint trail of hair. How the stubble on his chin made a contrast to the soft flesh of 
his lips. The way his curls beautifully framed his features. 

‘Why'd you never tell me? He managed to whisper. 

‘| was afraid.. so afraid. Until now: 

Nicko felt Steve's hard cock press against the inside of his right tight. 

Bloody hell. Do | really want to go the way this is leading us? He knew the answer. 

With one hand, he caressed Steve's cheek, whilst the other slid down to the small of his back, and pushed. 
Steve's hips jerked forward, and his cock grinded against Nicko's leg. He gasped. 

Nicko chuckled at that sound. 

Now that | know what's going on, might as well make use of my new-found power, he thought. And what was 
more likely to cheer ‘Arry up than a bit of fun? 

Still grinning, he looked down at the man in his arms. He had his eyes closed, but as he felt Nicko's warm 
breath against his skin he opened them, and Nicko saw the reflection of countless stars in them. Steve was 
smiling now, and Nicko thought that he might well want to dedicate his life to the effort of bringing up that 


smile more often 


Steve's cock was stirring in his pants. The sensations where overwhelming. 

His dream fulfilled itself right in front of his eyes! Nicko was here, in his arms, and he had not rejected him. In 
fact, he looked quite pleased 

The bassist decided he had restrained himself long enough now. 

With a shudder, he moved his hip against Nicko, his fabric-clad cock rubbing at the taller man's tight, over and 
over again, who met his movements with his own hip. His cock pressed against Steve's lower stomach. 

Steve didn't know what he found more arousing; his movements, or simply the knowledge that Nicko was hard 
because of him. How often had he imagined this... 

Their breaths were coming harder, and Nicko threw back his head and let out a toneless, rumbling moan that 
sent shivers through Steve's body, who had his head rested against the drummer's chest. 

Suddenly, Nicko took a step backward, which left Steve swaying, the heat of his body suddenly gone. He was 
about to ask what was wrong, but Nicko only pulled his shirt over his head, and then closed in again. 

Steve thought he was in heaven. All his worries were forgotten, the only important thing existing in his world 
was the man before him. 

Slowly, almost shy, he reached out and touched Nicko. At the contact with his hand, the drummer shuddered, 
and his nipples began to harden. 

Steve ran his fingertips over the stubble on the softly outlined chin, down to the flesh at the base of the 
throat. He followed the collar bone, and made his way down to the navel, and then up again to the left nipple, 


which stood eagerly waiting. Nicko shivered again, and a soft sound, almost like a hum, escaped his throat. 
Taking a step forward, Steve laid both hands on Nicko's muscular torso. The muscles of neck, shoulders and 
arms were thick and strong, as was his chest, the result of half a lifetime spent drumming. 

‘Oh Steve.. It was no more than a whisper. 

He took no second chances. Standing on his toes, Steve brought his lips close to Nicko's. He gazed into the 
friendly, brown eyes, now shadowed with lust. Never breaking their eye contact, Nicko leaned forward and ever 
so lightly brushed his lips against Steve's. 

Look at him, Steve said to himself. Look at him, and see all his beauty. 

Steve had never understood why everyone thought Nicko to be weird-looking or ugly. Yes, his nose was too 
big, and yes, he wasn't the guy to be called handsome, but there was a certain sense of beauty to him. 

In Steve's eyes, he was an attractive man, and more than that. They say that once you fall in love with a 
person's personality, everything about this person becomes beautiful. Steve had no doubt about that. 

But still, when Nicko brought their lips together a second time, his eyes drifted shut, and he moaned against 
the other man's lips. 

They got lost in their kiss, surrendering to the feeling of each other and savouring every second. 

Steve was sure he had never felt safer than in the arms of his best friend. 

Nicko tasted of beer and barbeque and toothpaste, and above all just of Nicko McBrain. 

Their tongues met, gentle at first, but then fighting fierce for control over the other's mouth. None could win 
the fight, and when they parted for air, both their lips where swollen and of a dark red, and in the soft light 
that came from the stars and the hidden lamps under some trees, they could see each others lust for more 
in their eyes. 

‘Kin hell, take off yer shirt, Nicko hissed, 'I want to touch you.. 

So Steve did, and shivered in the cool night air. When Nicko ran his eyes over his naked stomach to his chest 


and back again, he felt his cock throb. 


Nicko consumed the body before him with his eyes. 

He shouldn't be called ‘His Harryness', more like ‘His Hairyness', he thought and grinned. OF course, he knew how 
Steve looked, the six of them had taken enough showers together after gigs, but seeing him now was 
completely different, as if his eyes had been opened. 

What he saw was a lean, handsome man, yet strong and elegant. 

He was thinner and taller than for example their singer Bruce, but none the less an imposing sight. The tattoos 
on his arms where naught but black shadows now. 

Nicko let his gaze wander, determined to see everything that was there to be seen The flat stomach, the tiny 
hollow of the navel, the hip bones that where slightly visible, the black hair that lead a path down from his 
chest to disappear under the waistband of his shorts. 

Steve's chest was hairy all over, but it looked soft, not coarse. Almost hidden by the curls stood his nipples, 
hard from lust and the cool air. 

The strong, clearly outlined jaw drew Nicko's attention. It was perfect. 

Steve shivered again. Concerned, Nicko asked quietly ‘Are you cold? 

The answer came fast. ‘No! | just need you... your hands... 

Nicko chuckled. ‘Ever so demanding... 

But he didn't move. His eyes trailed along Steve's body, and locked on his crotch. Steve felt his gaze, gasped, 
and hissed ‘Bloody hell, fuck! 


Nicko's lower stomach tingled at what he saw. Steve must have one hell of a thing down there, he thought. 
There was a way to find out. 

When he finally stepped closer and laid his hand on the soft spot where Steve's neck and shoulder joined, the 
bassist moaned in relief. Nicko's cock stirred and he was surprised of how much that man affected him with 
just a simple sound. 

He lowered his head to Steve's right nipple, which forced him to bend his knees a little. He let the tip of his 
tongue flick across the very point, and was delighted by the strong reaction he got. Steve seemed to be very 
sensitive there. 

Nicko gave the nipple a soft tug with his teeth, and again, its owner shuddered and moaned, instinctively rocking 
his hip and pushing his body closer to Nicko's. 


Nicko's slow, teasing motions where killing him. They had time for love later, now he just wanted release. Ten 
years of abstinence had been hard. 

Well, not complete abstinence. There's no man on earth who can go ten years without emptying his balls. So he 
jerked from time to time, mostly after they had one of their group showers after concerts. 

It had ever been difficult to be around Nicko when they both were naked, and that not just for the last ten, 
but even I5 years. 

Showering with him, seeing the water run down his body, over his cock, along his strong legs and firm waist, it 
had often been too much, and he had gotten a full hard-on. Sometimes the other boys pretended not to notice, 
and sometimes they just made jokes about how eager he seemed to be to get at the groupies. They never 
found out his true reason, he hoped, and if someone of them noticed that after he had divorced from 
Lorraine, he never even so much as touched one of the many females who waited for them after shows, they 
said nothing. 

Steve took no joy in getting himself off, he did it just because he had to, since his cock wouldn't get down again 
after he saw Nicko, and because his balls would start to ache after some while. 

He always thought of Nicko, though, and it took him only a few quick strokes to finish the matter. Steve often 
felt guilty because he thought of one of his band members in that way, but in ten years, he had adjusted to 
it. 

And now here they stood, half naked, and Nicko was touching him ever so slowly. 

Steve's cock pressed painfully hard against his shorts. He couldn't remember when he had been so aroused the 
last time. Surely not since his first years of marriage, when he still truly loved his wife. 

‘Nicko... please... 

Nicko looked up at him, and maybe he saw the despair in his face, for he ran both his hands along his chest, 
his stomach, his waist, and brought a hand to the front of his trousers. Steve moaned with anticipation, his 
eyes drifted shut. 

‘Arry!!! 

Nicko muttered a curse and straightened up. Steve himself almost howled with disappointment and unsatisfied 
lust and anger. 

The door of his house had been thrown open, and a long stream of light fell onto the grass in front. The dark, 
outlined figure of Adrian stood there and was shouting for him. At least he didn't seem to see them. 

Steve searched hastily for his shirt, found it lying on the ground next to Nicko's, and put it on while Nicko did 
the same with his. 


‘What! He put all his frustration in that shout. 


‘Most of yer guests are tired and want to go home, you had best come here and see them off! 

‘Oh, bugger that! Nicko looked at him. ‘We can't stop here now, l'm bursting..' 

l'm sorry, wait here if you want, I'll throw those bastards out and be back in 5 minutes! Then he added 
‘Please! Nicko nodded, and smiled. 

l'm on my way, Ht 

With long strides, he walked toward the house, fighting down his still fully erect cock. It was no good. So he just 
prayed that none of the guests would notice. 


Nicko sighted. Steve was right, those parties where a pain in the arse, and even if they just meant that Steve 
had to do this bloody good bye now. 

He walked small circles on the space of grass amidst the oaks and pines, trying not to think too much. He didn't 
want to ruin this by stupid thoughts crossing his mind, neither for Steve nor for himself. 

His cock was still rock-hard. For a second, he had thought about beating off, but dismissed that idea straight 
away. He was about to make love with Steve, all he had to do was wait five minutes. 

Nicko dwelled on that notion for some time. Make love. To his band boss, Harry Harris. 

Not in his wildest dreams had he thought this would happen some day. He was married, had two sons. He loved 
his wife. But still, but still... 

Somehow he had always known that his feelings for his best friend went beyond friendship. But he had locked 
those feelings away, as not to endanger their friendship and his marriage. 

When Nicko thought back, everything suddenly made sense. He remembered some scenes after concerts, when 
Steve would get an erection in the shower.. they were all equally horny after concerts, and lusty for some 
women.. but Steve had ever been the only one to actually show that. 

Nicko chuckled Oh ‘Arry, you should have gathered your courage earlier, we could have had so much fun.. 

If Steve meant to continue what they started, Nicko would have his first time with a man tonight. Steve would 
most likely, too.. 

He started for one of those little huts that Steve had built all over the area. He knew where most of them 
where. 

Nicko emerged from the hut, laden with soft blankets, torches, and candles. 

If they'd know what a hopeless romantic | am, he thought. His wife knew, sure. But all other world, even his 
closest friends, only knew him as the ever cheerful, ever friendly drummer with the flat nose. 

He'd show his other side to Steve tonight. 

Nicko made for the spot of grass where they'd stopped to talk, which must have been only maybe an hour 
ago but already seemed like an eternity away. 

He laid two blankets on the ground, and then another one on top, so they wouldn't get all dirty. Not in that 
sense, at least. 

In a wide circle, he rammed the torches into the soft ground, and then placed the candles in a smaller circle, 
closer to the blankets. 

Then Nicko sat down, and waited for the lights in the house to go out, because he didn't want to light the 
torches and candles when there were still quests around. They might wonder. 

A few minutes later, when the house went dark, he took a lighter and set the torches aflame, then the 
candles. Soon the trees surrounding their little space shone from the light. 

Nicko heard the back door open, and saw Steve's black shadow coming towards him. 


With anticipation, Nicko started to take his clothes off even before Steve entered the ring of light, but the 


bassist called softly ‘No, leave ‘em on, | want to rid you of ‘em myself. 
So Nicko waited, sitting cross-legged on the blankets. 


It was as if he entered a dream. The clearing was ablaze with the light of ten-something torches, and twice as 
many candles. And in the middle, on a layer of blankets, sat the man he had dreamed of for I5 years. And he 
was waiting for him. 

Steve let himself drop to the blankets, and a sound almost like a snarl escaped him. He threw himself at Nicko, 
locking their mouths together in a violent kiss. With his lips, he forced the taller man down, and when he lay 
sprawled across the blanket, he seated himself on his groin. 

Nicko began to breathe faster. His hip moved slowly against Steve's. The motion set fire to his nerve endings, 
and he threw his head back and let out a ragged scream, his crotch grinding against Nicko's. Even through 
their clothing, he could feel the heat. 

Steve grabbed for the thin blue shirt that hid Nicko's body from his eyes. Without hesitation, he pulled, and 
the fabric ripped, revealing what they had had to cover in such haste a few minutes ago. 

By the shifting light of the fire, Steve could now see Nicko more clearly. 

He sucked in some air at the sight of an almost hairless chest, with two rather large nipples pointing towards 
the stars. A trail of blonde, swift hair went from around the navel down the stomach and under the trousers. 
At the thought of where it lead, Steve grinned wildly. 

Bloody hell, how much he longed for this man, how much he wanted him, and had always wanted him. 

He leaned down to plant a trail of soft kisses along Nicko's collar bone, who growled with lust at the contact of 
lips and skin. 

Steve saw Nicko's head from the corner of his eye. The drummer had his eyes closed, his lips where parted 
slightly. The soft wrinkles at the corners of eyes and mouth looked deeper from the play of light and shadow 
caused by the torchlight. 

Nicko's neck was tensed, Steve could see the tendons moving beneath the skin. He ran his hand over them, 
whilst resuming his kisses over to the right shoulder. 

He licked along the outline of the thick biceps. One hand he used to support his weight, the other one moved 
slowly up and down the long neck of the man underneath. He brought it up to ever so lightly caress a cheek, 
and then let his fingers find the shapes of Nicko's nostrils. 

The drummer sat at the contact, pushing Steve up with him. 

‘What's wrong?! Steve asked, confused. 

‘Its just.. my nose.. it ain't a pretty thing. Makes me feel odd if you touch it: 

Nicko avoided his eyes, but Steve cupped the older man's face with his palms, and brought their heads close 
together. 

‘Nicko, | don't think your nose is ugly. No part of you is ugly’ And he kissed the flat, broad nose. 

Nicko gaped at him in amazement. Then he suddenly lay back again, and pulled Steve down with him. 

His cock pressed against his own, and Steve could not hold back a small moan. 

The drummer wound his long fingers through the bassist's long, soft hair and pushed his head down. 

Steve followed willingly. Darting his tongue out, he licked over one erect nipple. His lips followed, and he sucked it 
in his mouth, biting down gently and swirling his wet tongue around it. Nicko shuddered and panted and shoved 
his chest upward to give Steve even better access. 

He did not linger there, but moved his mouth to the other nipple so he could treat it equally. 

Nicko moaned loudly by then. Steve thought he had never heard a sweeter sound, 


He lifted himself up and rested his weight on one elbow, next to Nicko. His body cast a flickering shadow onto 


the drummer's torso. 


Nicko looked at his best friend from under heavy eyelids. Steve's hair was falling down over the right shoulder, 
tickling his own. 

He put his hand on Steve's waist, and pushed down carefully. Steve ended up on his back, and with a swift 
motion, Nicko pulled his shirt up until it no longer covered Steve's stomach and chest. Running his fingertips 
over the exposed flesh, down to his groin, he smiled at Steve. 

‘You really want this, huh? he teased. 

‘God yes!" 

‘What exactly? He chuckled, 

Steve closed his eyes and let out a groan. 

‘Bloody hell, you know damn well what | want! 

‘Might be | do.. 

‘Then please touch me... please.. Steve whispered. 

Nicko looked at the bulge in Steve's trousers. His hands came down to unbutton them. But then he stopped. 
‘Please, Nicko! 

The tall man lifted himself up until he hovered over Steve. His head came down to kiss him, no more than a 
brush of lip on lip. 

Planting little kisses on his way, he moved down, stopping at the hollow of the navel to bury his tongue inside. 
When Nicko reached Steve's trousers, the younger man tried to push his bulge in his direction, but Nicko 
pinned his hips down. 

Then, without a warning, Nicko bit down on Steve's fabric-clad cock. He cried out, but not with pain 

‘Fuck! Take ‘em off, please! 

Slowly, teasing, Nicko tugged at the waistband of the shorts, leaving his underpants in place. When the fabric 
slid down Steve's legs, his eyes grew wide. 

Steve was wearing white boxers, which made a bright contrast to the dark hair on his legs. In the light of the 
fires around them, he could see a wet spot at the front, where Steve's pre-cum had soaked through. The 
outline of his cock was clearly visible, stretching the material of the boxers to its limit. 

Nicko decided it was time now to satisfy the needs of this man who he admired, loved so much. 

He wrapped his right hand around the bulge, and squeezed. Steve arched his back, gasping, and grabbed the 
blanket tight. 


Seven hells, this was too much. 

With weary hands, Steve reached down to pull off his boxers. 

Almost to his surprise, Nicko helped him, and his rock-hard cock slapped back against his stomach. 

The drummer looked at him, and then almost shyly took it in his hand. At the contact, Steve's eyes drifted 
shut, and he did not even try to muffle his moans. His dream was finally coming true. Nicko was touching him, 
and... 

‘Oh Christ! 

He felt the sharp edge of teeth scrape across his glans. Lips followed, and suddenly there was heat all around 
him. 


Nicko was slowly taking his cock inside his mouth. His hair tickled Steve's tights. He wrapped his soft tongue 


around the head, and began to gently move his head up, and down, and up again, until his mouth was almost 
gone, but then came back down and nearly touched Steve's balls with his lower lip. 

‘Nicko, I'm coming... 

Nicko stopped. 

‘Already? 

If you knew, Steve thought. But he only nodded. 

‘Good! 

With that, he took the large balls in his left hand, and kneaded them slowly. His right hand he placed at the 
base of the cock, and wrapped his mouth around it. The rosy tip disappeared, then the shaft, and Steve 
exploded. 

Waves above waves of pleasure swept through his nerves, setting his blood on fire and his mind into a state 
of complete ecstasy. He felt his legs stiffen, his back arched, and when he lost control of his senses, the last 


thing he saw was Nicko looking up at him, his cock still in his mouth, swallowing. 


Steve's seed tasted sweet and salty at once. Nicko had to be careful not to hurt him, because the bassist was 
moving his hips in sudden, violent jerks. 

When the body beneath him came to rest, Nicko let his cock slip from his mouth, and moved up to kiss Steve. 
His friend raised a hand to stroke his hair. 

He whispered something. 

"you. 

Then his eyes drifted shut again. 

Nicko was painfully aware of his own cock, stirring in his jeans. 

Better let him sleep, he thought. 

He looked at Steve, the thin layer of sweat on his skin, his still half-erect cock resting against his stomach. 
With some haste he undid his own jeans and reached inside. His hand found his shaft, filling almost his whole 
palm, and he started to pull at himself. His breath came harder. 

‘What the hell are you doing? 

Steve had not been asleep after all 

‘Getting off. | thought you had fallen asleep: 

‘Bollocks: 

Steve's cock was already hard again, Nicko saw. 

‘Would you... uhm.. 

Nicko looked deep into Steve's eyes. 

‘Would | what?! 

‘Would you... fuck me? 

A wide grin spread on Nicko's face, and he almost let out one of his famous whoops, but then thought better 
of it. 

‘You see, Nicko, | have been dreaming of a night like this for almost half of my bloody life.’ 

Instead of answering, the drummer pulled off his jeans and boxers. His cock cast a shadow on his tight. 

‘Move over: 

Steve did, and Nicko pulled at his hip gently so he came to rest on elbows and knees. 

Nicko thought that this was the most perfect sight he had ever seen. Steve's butt was pointing towards the 
stars, his face hidden by auburn curls, his cock standing rock-hard between his tights. 


The drummer positioned himself behind his friend, who was muttering at him to hurry up. 

Nicko laid his hands on Steve's buttocks, gently pulling the cheeks apart. He licked across the gap in between, 
and spat on the soft, pink hole. 

Bringing his cock closer demanded a certain amount of discipline. He wanted nothing more than to just bury 
himself deep inside Steve. 

Yet he forced himself to go slow, as to not hurt Steve with his considerable size. 

Steve brought his hip back eagerly, and Nicko slid the tip of his cock over the hole. He gasped, and Steve 
shivered at the contact. 

‘Relax, ‘Arry, relax... 

Steve took a deep breath, and slowly pushed back onto Nicko, who was surprised at how easily he slid in 
The younger man was panting, whispering curses. 

‘Are you alright? 

‘Kin hell, yes! Push deeper, come on. 

Nicko started a slow pace, pulling in and out gently, slowly, carefully. But Steve soon began to meet his 
movements with his own hips, and their motions grew wilder. 

After only a few minutes Nicko felt he was ready to come. He told as much to Steve, who rocked his hips in 


circles as a reaction. 


Steve felt completely filled. He wasn't a small guy himself, but Nicko was bigger. 

With every thrust, he hit something inside of him that made his legs go limb and his mouth open involuntarily, 
moaning loudly. 

He felt the tingling sensation at the base of his spine, felt his back arch, and pushed himself back as far as he 
could onto Nicko's cock. When he came, he heard Nicko shout and felt the cock inside him get even harder. 

As the waves of heat splashed over him, his body collapsed, and a faint voice called ‘Nickol. 

When he recovered from his orgasm, he found himself in strong, lean arms, his head rested on a warm chest. 
As he turned his head, Nicko was smiling at him. 

‘Somebody called yer name, | believe: 

‘Yep, you. When you came: 

‘Oh: 

The torches had almost burned down, the wax of the candles was empty. 

Darkness was closing in on them again. 

They lay there on the blankets, naked, savouring the feeling of each other. After some while, Steve spoke. 
‘Thank you! 

‘Why? 

‘You didn't have to do this. | thought you might hate me: 

Nicko chuckled. 

‘Hate you because you made me aware of my feelings? Because a dream | before didn't even know | had came 
true for me? If | am pissed with you, then for only one thing; you could have told me ten years earlier: 
Steve laughed, and then said: 

‘But it's not too late, is it? 

‘It bloody well isn't! 

‘| love you, have for I5 years. 


Steve looked up at Nicko, and saw that the older man was crying. But he laughed at the same time. 


‘| think.. | love you too. My friend: 
They lay silent, their arms wrapped around each other, and when the first blaze of light appeared over the 
trees, the only sounds where the songs of birds and the soft breathing of two men who had found their luck. 


